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Justice and the City 


Having killed the first of 
my hated enemy, I 
continued south through 
the pass. Several days I 
traveled, and finally 
reached the end. Tracking 
constantly for any sign 
of orcs, I continued 
moving south for I knew 
not how far south Britain 
was located. Once again 
luck was with me and I 
soon found a road. I had 
just happened to find a 
stretch of road that had 
a sign upon it. Clearly 
labeled was a sign 
pointing down the road 
towards Britain. With joy 
in my heart I traveled 
on, occasionally forgetting 
to check for tracks. This 
lack of discipline almost 
spelled my doom, yet it 
was not my hated enemy 
that almost ended my 
young life. It is a sad 
thing, but what saved me 
were the screams of the 
dyeing. Hearing this most 
distant of noises, I hid 
my lama and myself 
carefully. Slowly sneaking 
towards the noises I drew 
near enough to see a 

most horrendous sight. 


There was a group of 

what could be nothing 
other than new 

immigrants to Britannia. 
The clothes, accent, anda 
certain look marked them 
as different. In front of 
them were a group of 

men led by a woman. All 
of them were armored, 

and all appeared to have 
magic weapons judging by 
the glow. As I sat in the 
brush listening, they 
boasted of their prowess 
and threatened these new 
refugees froma far land. 
One of the immigrants, 
seemingly braver than the 
rest stood and 
volunteered that no one 
there could possibly have 
anything that the brigands 
could want as they were 
all poor. The leader 
agreed with the man as 
she whirled and stabbed 
her sword through his 
chest. Drawing him close 
as he died, she kissed his 
mouth and told him the 
reason that they had 

been accosted was the 
simple joy of murder. 
Then she ung the man 
from her sword and told 
her men to do as they 
wished. The men were 
slain in seconds and the 
women were dragged into 
the bushes. What horrors 
they experienced before 
the brigands brought them 
death I know not, but 
those screams still haunt 
me after all these years. 
I could do nothing and so 
I hid. Watching this 
horror unfold, memorizing 


each face so as to 
remember each 

perpetrator of this crime, 
I remained until all of 
them had moved on. I 
checked for any survivors, 
but the brigands were 
thorough and knew their 
business well. So I 
retrieved my lama and 
continued on my way to 
Britain. I avoided the 
road knowing now that 

not all of my kind is as 
good as Strider was. I 
knew after watching that 
horrid scene that there 
is evil in the world and 
mankind carries it. It is 
not easy to go through 
the underbrush, as it is 
to follow a cut and 
maintained road. It took 
much more time than had 

I followed the road. Thus 
I arrived in Britain safe, 
but after much hardship. 
Oh how can I tell of the 
scene of confusion and 
wonder when I first 
beheld Britain? Never had 
I imagined such a mass 

of buildings. The crush of 
people was more than my 
imagination could have 
made in my wildest 
dreams. Even my reality 
seemed stretched at the 
huge number of people 

and animals before me. I 
had not even entered the 
city proper yet. Thinking 
upon this later while 
watching the massed 
humanity at the west 
Britain bank I know I 
must have looked like one 
of the new immigrants 
that come to our fair 


Britannia. Even with the 
confusion and strangeness 
around me I kept my wits 
enough to hail one of the 
people who looked like a 
guard. I was however 
incorrect. But the one I 
had hailed explained that 
there was a spell in the 
towns of Britannia that 
helped to protect lawful 
and good people. One had 
but to hail for the guard 
and they would teleport 
to the scene. Part of 

the magic however 
requires the person calling 
to have actual need of 
the guard to function. So 
with my need great, I 
called upon the guards of 
Britain with my loudest 
voice. There appeared a 
guard in front of me, 
weapon poised for combat. 
A scowl crossed his face, 
but then disappeared, as 
if he had realized that 
Since the magic had 
brought him I must be in 
need somehow. After I 

had told my story, he 
requested that I go with 
him back to the castle 

to make an official 
statement. I most 
definitely wanted to help 
in capturing or killing 
those brigands that had 
killed and tortured the 
immigrants, so I replied 
yes. I had not thought 
about how we would go, 

so it was quite a shock 
to realize, that when he 
grabbed my arm, we were 
not going to be walking. 
An unsettling puff of 
smoke later we were at 


the castle. I was led to 
a comfortable room and 
them interviewed. They 
grilled me for several 
hours on everything from 
what the brigands looked 
like to what had been 
said. The guards 

became excited when I 
gave them the 

direction that the 
brigands had headed, 

for I had checked their 
tracks to ensure they 
were leaving the area. 
Soon they were done and 
one of the clerks that 
had silently sat and 
listened brought me a 
small book. After asking 
if I could read, I was 
asked to read the book 
and sign the account if 
it was accurate. I did, 
and it was, so I put my 
name to it. To my 
knowledge, that was the 
first time my name has 
ever been on paper. Soon 
after the chief of the 
guards came in and 
explained to me that the 
city guards could not 
hunt these rouges since 
they were not in the 
city. My account however 
would help make sure 
that they would be 
arrested and tried if 
they did in fact come to 
almost any city in 
Britannia. The only 
exception I was told was 
Buccaneer’s Den, which 
has been lawless for 
years. It seems that 
there was also a reward 
for turning in information 
on those who preyed on 


others, which was why 

they grilled me so. It was 
the only way they could 
tell when someone had 
actual information and 
when someone was trying 
just to get money. Since 
it was obvious that I told 
the truth I was given 

that small reward. Now 

I know that it was a 
paltry sum, but then it 
made me feel like a king. 
I had yet to find out 
exactly how expensive 
living in the city can be. 
The guards also suggested 
that I stay at a specific 
inn, for there were those 
who might be interested 

in contacting me for help 
in tracking those brigands. 
So off to the Sweet 

Dreams inn I went. Not 
knowing what to do, I 
asked the innkeeper the 
cost of lodging for a 
month with meals. The 
amount that was given 
happened to be just 

below what the guards 

had given me for my 
report. Knowing I would 
need a place while sorting 
out this city I paid up 
for a month and took my 
first meal in Britain. 
Later I realized the guard 
must have sent word, for 
the money I had would 

not have paid for a week 
at that inn. Later when 
the world had treated my 
finances better I repaid 
that debt, though I’m 

sure it was long enough 
ago that they do not 
remember it. True to the 
words of the guards, 


people did come to see 
me about the brigands. I 
later learned that there 
was a thriving market 
for bounty hunters. It 
was profitable to hunt 
even in groups, for the 
rewards for most 
brigands ran high. I told 
everyone who asked 
whatever they wanted to 
know in the hope that 
someone would track down 
and kill the brigands for 
their crimes. The ones I 
had found were some of 
the worst in the areas 
around Britain and many 
hated them. Several of 
those groups of bounty 
hunters did indeed find 
the brigands. Only one 
group managed to kill 
them though. And though 
they did not need to 
they shared the reward 
with me. This gave me 
the satisfaction of 
Justice for the 
immigrants and much 
needed funds for my 
Crusade... 


Thus ends Volume 4 
To be Continued in 
AFH:Volume Five 


